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The moji lamentahle Tra^edie 

Haft tliou no Letters to me from th« f rieri 
No my good Lord, 

Exit' 

Eo, Nomattcr, get thee gone, 

And hy re thofe horfes, He be with thee flrai<»ht. 
Well lultetj I will lie with thee to night: ° 

Lets fee forraeanes, O mifehiefe thou art fwift. 

To enter in the thoughts of defperate men: * 

Ido remember an Appothecarie, 

And here abouts a dwds, W'hichlatc I noted 
In tattred weeds, with ouerw helming browes, 
Culling of Simples, meager were his lookes, * 
Sharpe miferie had worne him to the bones: 

And m his ncediclliop a tortoysbung. 

An Allegatcr ftuft, and other skins 
Of ill fhap te fifties, and about his flielucs, 

A bcggerly account of emptie boxes, 

Greene earthen pots, bladders and muftiefccdes,J 
Remnants of packtbred, and old cakes of Rofes 
Were thinly (cattercd,to make vp a flic w. 

N oting tin's penury, to my iclfe 1 faid. 

An if aman did need a poylon now, 

Whofeialeis prefentdeathiDvi/<«^t«<«, 

Here Hues a Caitifie wi.ctch woflldfeil it him. 

O this fame thought did bot.fbrcrun.my need. 

And this fame needie manniull.fcll it me. 

As 1 remember, thisihould bethchoufc, 

Being holy day, the beggers ftiop is fhut. 

What ho Appothecarict 

Who calls fo lowd? 

Rem, Come hither mamlfee that thou art peore, 
Hjldjthereisfortic duckets, let mehauc 
A dram of poyfon, f uch foonelpceding geare. 

As will difperfeitfclfe throughall the vemes, 

That the lifc-w caric-taker may fall dead, 

Aud that the T run.ckcmay be difehat^d of breath, 
As violcnily,ashafticpowder fierd 


Doth 


nf^nieo and luliet, 

Audfeareft to dic,faminc isin thy checkes. 

Need and opreftionftaruetli in tliy eyes. 

Contempt and beggery hangs vpon thy backe: 

The world is not ihy fticnd.nor the worlds law, 

The world affoords no law to make thee rich: 

Then be not poorc,b«t breakeit and take this, 

Fo, My poucrty,but not my will confents. 

1 pray thy pouertyandnot thy will. 

Fo, Put thisifl anyliquidthingy ou will 
And drinke it oft, and if you had the ftrength 
Oftw entv men,it would difpaf ch you ftraight. 

Rt. There is thy Gold, worfepoyfon to mens foulcsj 
fioingroorc rourther in this loathfome world, 
Thcutiieicpoorc compounds thatth«u maieftnot fell, 

Ifcll thee poyfon,thou hall fold menone, 
pare well, buy foode,andget thy fcMe inflelh. 

Come Cordiall and not poyfon,go with me 
To Metf grauc,for there muft I vfc thec, 

Fwc/* lohn to Fwr Lawrence , 

Holy Frier, brothcr,ho. 

Lawrence. 

tofo. This fame fhold be the voice ofpticr lohn, 
Welcome from A/<*»t*<«,what fayes fiowto# 

Or ifhismind be writ,giue me his Letter. 

lah. G oing to find a bar efoote brother out. 

One ofour order to aftbeiate roe. 

Here in this Citic vifiting the ficke. 

And finding him, the Searchers of the townc 
Sufpefling that we both were in a houfe. 

Where the infectious pcftilcncc did raigne, 

Seald vp the doo rcs,and would not let vs forth, 

So that my fpeed to Mwtua there was ftaid. 

. h Law, Who 


Exetm* 



